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clothes were very ragged, but it seemed equally probable to me that it was
because he got in the way of the work. Mrs. Gordo did not think there
was much chance that he would work with us, but she was willing to have
us try it.
After supper the girl went to water the horses and the boy to take the little
flock back to some older members of the family who lived in a hogan a quarter
of a mile away. When they returned we had nearly finished questioning the
mother, and after a cigarette all around, the children drew some pictures for us.
They had made a few on our first visit, but they did it much more spontane-
ously this time. The little boy kept appealing to his sister or mother to look at
his drawings, but they paid little attention. After they were finished he always
declined to say what they represented.
Mrs. Gordo was chatting with us while the children painted. She said she
would have to get up early, finish a corral fence around some corn, and then
thrash and winnow some more beans. I asked when we could test the boy.
At first she detailed all the difficulties, then said she would wait to begin her
labors until we had finished "those games." She doubted we could do anything
requiring language, as "he is poor at that and bashful besides."
Our hostess said we were welcome to sleep wherever we liked, inside or out.
We chose to stay inside as it was chilly. Since they live in a Mexican-style house
without the central Navaho smokehole, it was both warm and stuffy when
they closed the door for the night. Every time I woke from a restless sleep
I heard loud scratchings from the children or their mother. By morning I dis-
covered for myself what made them scratch! The boy said shimd [mother]
twice; but, when his mother did not respond, he subsided.
October 8. Before sunup Mrs. Gordo was stirring. Soon her daughter and I
followed her, and later Bertha and the little boy. While we had breakfast the
mother warned the boy that if he acted scared of me I would not give him any
more candy. After eating, the daughter went to look for the horses, and we
began to give the boy the Arthur Test. He was not scared, but he tended to
give up rather easily. Some parts of it he said he Hked. We attempted the
Battery, starting by asking him if he had ever been happy. He said yes, but
seemed unable or unwilling to describe an instance. Mrs. Gordo tried to dis-
courage us from further "questioning," and it appeared to be pretty useless.
So we ended with a physical examination to which hevsubmitted willingly.
While we packed up our things to go, Mrs. Gordo dressed in her best to
have a picture taken. She declined to have the boy photographed, presumably
because he had no good clothes to put on. Meanwhile word had been sent that
we- should stop at the hogan near by to prescribe for some sore ears. It turned
out to be mumps in a younger sister of Mrs. Gordo. All the family had had it
in succession. We gave the patient some aspirin, asked directions for reaching
the next family we wanted to test, and started off.
These people were living at a sheep camp in the lava beds, "where the roads
go this way and that way" as the Navahos would tell us. After several wrong
turns we finally located them. The children we wanted were two daughters